

.Lomsbabour s loft* 

Q u. The Conqueror is difmaid : 

'Proceed good Alexander. 

Cur. when in the world I lined Jwas the worlds Commander 
Boyet. Moft true, ’ti , right : you were fo tsiltfander. 

Ber. Pompey the great. 
flo. Your feruar.t and Cofiard. 

Ber. T ake away the Conqueror, take away tAlifander. 
Clow. O fir you haue ouerchro wne tAh funder the conquc- 
rorryou will be ferap’d out of the painted doth fot this tyourli. 
on that holds his Poll ax fitting on a clofe-ftoole, will be giiien 
toAiax. He will be the ninth worthio. A Conqueror ? and af. 
fraid to fpeakc? Runne away for fiiame lAlifattder. There an’t 
fliallpleafeyou atoolifh mildetmn,an honeft man,lookc you j 
andfocnedafiit. He is a marucllous good neighbour inlooth 
and avery good Bowler; but for Ahjandar, alas you fec 3 fcovv 
it’s a little ore-parted. But there are Worthies a. camming will 
fpeake their minde in fome other fort. Exit fu* 

£hs. Standafide good Pompey,. v 


Exit B 1 r 



Enter B edantfor Judas, and the Boy for Hercules. 

Bed. Great Hercules isprefented by thislinpe, 
Whofe Club Idl’d Cerberus that three-headed Cantu, 
And when he was a babe, achilde, a (hrimpe. 

Thus did he ftrangle Serpentsin his Manta ; 
guoniam, hefeemeth in minoritic, - 
Ergo, I corae with this Apologie. * 

Keepe fome ftacein thy Exit, and vanifli, 

Ped.Iud&tlam. 

A Iudas? 

Bed. 3fot Ifcariotfirl 
Judas I am, yclyfedCMachabeus. 

Dum. Judas Machabetts dipt, is plaineTudas. 

Ber. A kiising Traitor. How art thou prou’d Judas 

red. Iudaslam . 

Bum. Themorcfliameforyou Judas, 

*Ped, What rocanc you fie* f 

Boy . To make Indus hang himfelfc. 

Bed, Begin fir, you are my elder. 

Mtr, Weilfoilow’d, Indus Washang’d^n an Elder. 
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bouts babours lop , 

fed. I will not be put of countenance.. 

Ber. Becaufethou haft no face. 

• Bed. what is this ? 

Bor. ACictemehead. 

Bum. The head ofa bodkin. 

Ber. A deaths face in a ring. 

Lon. The face of an old Roman coine, fcarce fee tie. 

Boy. The Pummdl of Faulc'hion. 

Bum. The caru’d-bone face on a Flaske. 

Ber . Saint Georges halfe chcekc in a brooch.’ 

Bum. I,andma brooch of Lead. 

Ber. I, and worneinthc cap of a T ooth-draweL 
And now forward, for we haue put thee in countenance. 

Bed. You haue puc me out of countenance. 

Bet. Falfe, we haue giuen thee faces. 

Bed. Butyou haucout-fac’d them all, 

Ber. And thou wert a Lion, we woulcMo fo. 

Boy. Therefore as he a au A!Te, let him goe : 

And fo adieu fwcct Jude. Nay, why doft thou ftay ? 

Bum. For the Utter end of his name. 

Ber. For the Ajfe to the Iudetgme it him, fud+as away. 

Bed. This is not generous, not gentle, not humble. 

Boy. A light for mounfier ludas, it growesdark,he may (tumble. 
Que. Alas poorc Machabetts, how hath he becne baited. 

Enter Braggart. 

Ber. Hide thy head lAchtUes, heere comes Heit or in Armes. 
D urn. Though roy roockes come home by me, 1 will now bs 

hwrrie. . , _ t , . 

King. Heitor was but a Troyan mrefpeftot this. 

Boy. But is this Heitor ? 

Kin. I tbinke Heitor was not fo cleane timber’d, 

Lon, His legge is too big for He&or. 

IDum. MoreCalfecertaine. 

Boy, No he is beft indued inthe fmall. 

Ber. This cannot be Heitor. 

Dum. He’s a God or a paint 


Bum. 


Ber. The Armifote.it Mars , 
Heftor a gift* 


r, for he makes faces. 
of Launces the almighty, gaut 


